THE LAST OF THE MOHICANS"

FIRST of all for the title: My Circus Life, by
James Lloyd, being the Life and Adventures and
the World Travels and Experiences of an Artist
and Circus Proprietor, now aged 79 years. The
last of the Mohicans emanated from The Cradle of
the Circus World, Astley's Amphitheatre, West-
minster Bridge-road, London. The manner of
this is precisely that of circus posters; and
whether Mr. Lloyd wrote his book, or merely
dictated it (we are not told which), every page has
the right ring,

Very simply and conversationally he tells the
story of a long life, mostly spent in the circus
business. He had brief lapses into hotel-keeping
and the vending of bacon (he prides himself that
he knows how to cut it with profit), but these were
merely interruptions in a half-century of work as
showman and performer. His father was at
Astley's; at four years old, he says, " I was a
lively kiddy, and would be among the ponies,
sometimes caught on their backs in the stable. I
had no fear." He was little older when, at the
t( Old Vic " (then the " Coburg ") he stole up into
the flies to see a play, went to sleep, and fell
thirty-five feet on to the stage, splitting his skull,
so that a silver plate had to be put in. The
enterprising child was then apprenticed to the
celebrated Mr. Ginnett; and before he had been
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